now saw what dancing ought to be or could be. It
would be days, she thought, before she could under-
stand this wonder. But that she would adore it and help
it with all the power of love in her, she had no doubt.
She watched the man who danced the god with some
jealousy. Like everybody among the twenty thousand,
she had begun to love Macedonia. She was only some
three or four years older, but how much older in wisdom
of the world. Yet here was Macedonia moving in a glory
of success which seemed to put her in another planet.

When the ballet ended, Sosthenes drew his crayon
across his seventh page of notes and said: "Like to come
round?"

She said that she would love to speak to Macedonia.
"But first," she said, "I would like to say "that I think all
this is marvellous. Nothing like it has been seen. You
are wonderful."

"You see what Fm trying to do?" Sosthenes said. "Did
you see any change in Macedonia?"

"Change?" she said.

"She was always this," he said. "The butterfly was
there, only waiting for a little sun. The Old Winter
Palace was more Winter than Palace, perhaps."

"I cannot tell you what I think," Theodora said to
Macedonia. "It was the most exquisite thing I ever saw."

"I'm glad you like it," Macedonia said. "But, oh, do
watch me and tell me where I'm wrong. Watch me in
this virgin thing."

"I'll just knead your ankles," Theodora said. "If you
have much to do in the next ballet you'll find a little
work on them very refreshing. Lie down, now, and I'll
have your shoes off. You were liker a spirit from heaven
than anything Fd believed possible. I don't marvel at
your room being piled with flowers and all sorts of joys.
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